OFTR rarities 


from Cheltenham (and other 
Katy Bohinc Apparition Poems) 


#421 
: Huddled in the back of a red 
Washington, D.C. Jetta, | thought we were in a 
° Springsteen song. But there are 

Post-M edieval na ae. n Chelten ham. 
Strawberries and fresh pasta t's only the strip-mall to house 
Laid out on the year and back circuit. Anyone could've 
Table of time planks seen us. It wasn’t a full consummation— 

eavy medieval knots or want of a graceful phrase, we 
As long as the sea were too smart to fuck. There was 

walked along the edge no playing hero for me. Nor did | 

unting for truffles force you to confess. What could you say? 
& bits of sage Cheltenham was soft, and all too infested. 
Some candles dripped 
Hot wax and flicker flame 
A shadow birthed a ghost #415 
Chaired at the head 

n a ruby necklace There's something sweet and sickly 

t was mostly dark about teenagers fucking. Even laid 
And | tread on a molting map down by the jagged rocks that bordered 
An old friend Tookany Creek. | think of them there, 
Struck the xylophone and know he’s getting wasted. What's 
Against the gong draining out of him is the will to live. 
To gnaw my teeth She always gets him off somehow. Then 
And raise my feet they would walk over to the Little League 
From the sticky blood field and huddle in the dugout. He didn't 
Of borderlines even wind up graduating from Cheltenham 
It was mostly dark on time. | can’t get over thinking who he 
And everywhere could've been. Am | the only one? 


Parables tickled the air 


#418 


| remember thinking: boy do | feel Wild at Heart 


New from Pond Road Press tonight. What a joke- this horrible Cheltenham 


droadpr m bitch with a huge nose tries to generate an orgy in 
a aa her basement. The pot was alright, at least. But 


Elkins Park gave us the creeps, and we agreed 
afterwards never to go back. The fucked up thing 


Messages: Poems & Interview about that night for me in particular was knowing 
by Piotr Gwiazda we would have fun talking about it forever. And 


we have, so | guess it’s not a complete dead loss. 
The girl | was with pretended | was tucking her, too. 


“Gwiazda demonstrates a mythopoetic instinct capable of 
shattering isolation, and an ability to play with language 


that may create worlds as yet unimagined.” —Pleiades About the Poets Roly Boine 2 eo ene e aa annie 
dedicated to hand-to-hand distribution at and around Occupy events. Adam Fieled’s most 
“Through rich imagery, complex metaphors, and vigorous recent book is Equations (blue & yellow dog press), while Cheltenham (and other Apparition 
wording, Gwiazda achieves a Poems) is forthcoming from Blazevox [Books]. Susana Gardner publishes work in print 
as) striking lyrical force and comes and online as part of the Dusie Kollektive o Her most recent book is HERSO 
EA . . (Black Radish Books). Dennis Leroy Kangalee is the author of Lying Meat (Savage Paw 
Z; j close to creating a vital lan- Press). His performance piece Gentrified Minds premiered last spring as part of the 9th 
Annual Downtown Urban Theater Festival. Doug Lang's collected poems, In the Works, is 
forthcoming trom Edge Books. 


guage of his own.’—Jacket 


$16/paperback 

ISBN 978-0-9719741-2-8 
Available from Amazon.com, 
BamesandNoble.com, and 
through Pond Road Press: 


Piotr Ov azda - 
ee pondroadpress@hotmail.com 


Poems & Inteniew 


Greg Fuchs 
Clear Plastic Masks 


Our new BoogWork series kicks off with poet Fuchs reading, 
Clear Plastic Masks playing, and then Fuchs leading a poetry workshop. 


Sidewalk Cafe 94 Avenue A (@E. 6th St.), East Village 
For information call 212-842-B00G (2664) ° editor@boogcity.com 
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